THE   BURNING   SECRET

gone to sleep in his clothes. He jumped up, and ran to
the looking-glass. There he was confronted with a pale,
drawn face, tousled hair, a red swelling upon a smudgy
forehead. With an effort the child collected his thoughts,
trying to remember what had happened. Yes, he had
corne to fisticuffs with his enemy, out there in the
passage, sometime after midnight; had then rushed back
to his room; had thought of decamping; had been over-
whelmed by fatigue; had thrown himself on to his
bed without undressing; and had fallen into a restless
sleep, full of nightmares and the stench of freshly spilled
blood.

In the garden below he could hear the sound of foot-
steps on the gravel; voices floated up to him; the sun
was high in the heavens. It must be late. He consulted
his watch, but found it had stopped. In his excitement
he had forgotten to wind it up. Curiously enough this
uncertainty as to the hour disquieted him more than
anything else. He quickly undressed, washed, and
dressed himself again. Then he went downstairs, feeling
slightly guilty and very much disturbed.

He found his mother sitting in the dining-room over
her breakfast. Alone, thank goodness. It was a relief not
to have to look upon that hated countenance. . . . But
Edgar was not quite sure of himself as he stepped up to
the table and wished his mother "Good morning."

She gave no response, continuing to stare fixedly out
of the window. Her face was very pale, deep shadows
lay around her eyes, and her delicate nostrils quivered
as they invariably did when she was greatly moved.
Edgar bit his lips. Her silence puzzled him. Did she
know who had attacked Otto von Sternfeldt in the
passage? Had he seriously damaged the baron? Doubts
assailed him and tortured him. Her sightless, staring
eyes alarmed him even more profoundly; he was afraid
to move lest they should suddenly be turned upon him;
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